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Honorable T HO MAS E RS K IN E, 
SIR, 


WALKING in the gardens of Maxri, I took up a 


book, which had been left on one of the ſeats ; on peruſal, 
{ found it to contain a beautiful little Poem on the Loves 
of Henry THE FouR TH, of France, and his accom- 
pliſked GaBRIELLE : as I thought the ſubje# intereſting 
and tender, I have partially tranſlated it, and beg leave 
to inſcribe it to you, as a tributary offering of my reſpeA. 


I ſhould not have given you this trouble, if you had not 


dignified a liberal profeſſion, by your immeaſureable ability, 
and adorned human nature by your exiſtence. 
J am, SIX, 
With great regard, 
Your moſt obedient ſervant, 


ANTHONY PA SQUIN. 


No, 35, Great Marlborough-/treet, 
December 5, 1788. 


T1 TV MENT 


THE LOVES OF HENRY THE FOURTH AND GABRIELLE 
D'ESTREES ARE TOO WELL KNOWN, TO RENDER ANY 
PREFATORY ACCOUNT NECESSARY--THE KING DESERTED 
GABRIELLE, BY THE ADVICE AND INTREATIES OF MOR- 
NAY—GABRIELLE SOUGHT HIM IN VAIN, AT LENGTH, 


SHE GIVES WAY TO HER EXCESSIVE GRIEF, AND WRITES 
TO HER SEDUCER. 


Has drawn that ſentence from my wand'ring mind ; 
Come my bright hero, diſſipate my gloom, 

Come and arreſt me from an early tomb : 

Behold thy GapritLLE's ſublime defpair, 

Aſſuage her Grief, and ſubjugate her care. 


* It may not appear unneceſſary for me to mention here, that 
GanretLe D'EsTREES, was the grand-daughter of the Grand Maſter of 
Artillery ;—ſhe was celebrated, in her time, under the title of the ra 
GazrrtLLE—ſhe was young, ſenſible, and alluring : ſhe loved and pro- 
tected the arts, which is a very agreeable circumſtance to note, when we 
record the actions of a Lady who commanded the affections of a king.— 


Vide the Hexzzapve J Memorgs of Surry ; Epiſtle of M. Blix, &c. 
| B Ah! 


UNGRATEFUL man! ah me, what fiend unkind, 


RUG | 3 1 
Ah! whither has that manly | boſom fed, 


Where GABRIELLE once could couch ber guilty head? 


Can ſouls ſo mighty bid our ills increaſe, 

And wound the obje& when they've ſtole her peace ; 
Shorn of her honors of each good bereft, 

Can you diſdain me who perform'd the theft? 
Can Love deſert his fainting victim's cauſe, 
Who knew her error when ſhe ſign'd his laws! 
Why will he yield me to the ſting of thought, 
Can Henev ceaſe to be the man he ought ? 
Superior Greatneſs hails him as his own, 

And Glory plac'd him on her choiceſt throne. 
But yet I figh, and he that ſigh foregoes, 

I ſeek his preſence, and he flies my woes : 

I breathe my ſorrows, and he ſcoffs my fears, 

I claim protection, and he ſhuts his ears. | 
The zenith of my madd ning joy is paſt, 

Such raptures were too exquiſite to laſt. 


Proſcrib'd from happineſs alone I live, 


N — ” oa. 


Pant to beſtow, yet want the means to give: 


While 


( 9 ) 
While Mis ry cheats my ſenſe in ev'ry view, 


And ſickens nature with a deadly hue. 


Ah n my poor heart, . black ideas riſe, . 


To rive thy core, and inundate my eyes ! 


Some nymph more favor'd feels within his arms, 


Her oercharg'd boſom heave, with love's alarms ; 
Some beauteous hireling ſmiling to betray, 
Some Phryne rais'd, the miſtreſs of a day ! 
Can Infamy have fetter'd in her den, 

The firſt of lovers, and the beſt of men. | 
Can her bale relatives have known the art, 
To ſoil the chambers of ſo great a heart: 

It muſt be thus, my ſpoilers inſincere, 

Our faith remov'd, we fancy what we fear. 
And can I bear ſo eminent an ill, 

Should not my vengeance execute my will? 
Oh gracious heaven, ſanctify my thought, 
Subdue the impulſe Deſperation wrought ; 
Impreſs thy Canons on my troubled breaſt, 
_ Compoſe my rage, and wed my ſoul to Reſt, 
B 2 


The 


( 120 ) 

The lawleſs libertme may rove, and find 
Some nymph more fair, but can he one fo kind: 
By ſoft attractions, and ingenious mirth, _ 

I brought the tranſport ere his wiſh had birth: 
Explor d with induſtry the paths to pleaſe, 
And ſought his bliſs by nice yet juſt degrees; 
To meet his mind with ready zeal Iran, 


And loſt the monarch, as I lov'd the man. 


My daring will, in this perturbed ſtate, 
Rebels and doubts the equity of fate ; 
"Tis hard to a& obedient to thoſe laws, 
Which makes th'event ſuperior to the cauſe: 
| Religion's children bid me be reſign d, 
But want the powers to enchain the mind. 
Pour forth the moral with a lib'ral hand, 
When all the paſſions war with their command; 
Enforce my penitence, with holy zeal, 
And prove, by reaſoning, they could never feel. 
Thus Sappho ſwept the melancholy lyre, 


Who ſaw the embers of her hope expire. | 
When 


6 vx }} 
When cruel Phaon fled the love- ſick fair, 
And left his weeping miitreſs to Deſpair. 
In thoſe deteſted fields where Mornav led, 
My royal hero fröm his GASAIELLE'ss bed J 
Where Death and Horror fought by! Mavenne's ſide, 
Where bigots trembled, and where rebels died; 
III ſeek my monarch, mid the din of war, 
Upbraid his falſhood, and affail his car. 


Sing of my grief and ſhame to vulgar ears, 


And wet his blooming laurels with my tears. 


How 


* Du PLess!s pu Mornay, was one of the firſt Philoſophers of his 
age: he poſſeſſed the confidence of Henxy the rourTa, in preference to 
Auzicny and the Duc DE Rosxy : it was he who carried a white ſein to 
London, by virtue of which, he treated with Queen ELIZABETH, and 
ſucceeded as to the point of his embaſſy.—lIt is remarkable, that he 
never pardoned his maſter for having changed his religion after the 
reduction of Paris, but he confeſſed it to be the only weakneſs of which 


he ever knew him guilty—he was called the father of the Hugonots, and 
died in the ſame faith. 


T MaytnxE was younger brother to the famous Dukx of Gvuisx, aſſaſ- 
ſinated at Blois, and of Carpinar Lorraine, murdered likewiſe before 
the eyes of CATHERINE of Mepicis, on account of his being couſin to 
the unfortunate Mary STUART, queen of France and Scotland, celebrated 
for her beauty, her endowments, her irregular paſſions and execution 
in the Caſtle of Fotheringhal : what a complication of misfortunes to 
happen in one family in leſs than half a century. Mavenne was 
excuſable, if it was poſſible to be ſo, when bearing arms againſt his 
lawful king; for he had had two brothers murdered, and a couſin abandoned 
to the vengeance of a powerful rival, for what reaſon HEN RT TE TRIES, 
who 


(22 } 
How I beſtrew-the-features of my theme, 
With words th' apparent iſſue of a dream: 
Untoward Mis'ry leads my ſenſe along, 
Repels my wiſh, and amplifies my ſong: 
For you, ungen rous man, for you I ve trod 
On Honor's apothegms, and brav d my God! 
But Honor ever will his warmth impart, 
Refreſh my mind, and regulate my heart. 


Love was his rival, and tho' Honor fled 


Wounded and faint, his impulſe i is not dead. 


Say cruel ſpirit, Why ſhould I rejoice, 
Or boaſt the magic of thy potent voice : 


Thy hapleſs charms engender doubts and fears, 


And gave a being to theſe briny tears. 
Oft have I labour'd to defend thy ſeat, 


From the rude preſſure of unhallow'd feet ; 


who was at Blois, where he commanded the ſtates to aſſemble, did not 
proceed in form to convict the two rebels of high treaſon is aſtoniſhing, 
but they were loſt, and the nation remained unſatisfied : ſuch an act of 
prudence would have ſtopt that vaſt effuſion of blood which was the 
unhappy conſequence of the league: but HENRY put no faith in his 
counſellors or miniſters—his favorites alone were his guides, he thought 
of nothing beſide the gratification of his defires—he forgot or deſpiſed 


the laws, and was, what he deſerved to be, finally their victim. 


E'en 


( 13 ) 
Een now I weep with agony, | becauſe 
My regal hero has'tranſgreſs'd thy laws, 
And prov a traitor to that power I own, 


Which form'd his mind, and led him to Renown. 


What has uprais d a conduct ſo unkind, 
Is Fortune faithleſs, or is Hexny blind? 
Say can you hear your Garbieiie implore, 
And ſcorn the nymph who breathes but to adore : 
Have I no advocate within your heart, 
No kindred ſylph to take a lover's part : 
To touch with ſympathy its tendereſt chord, 
And wake the memory of Gallia's Lord; 
Who taught his ſlave variety of pain, 
Madden'd my intellects, and bruis'd my brain. 


How oft has HEN Rv ſigh d when BELILECRADE came, 
And fear'd my heart indulg'd a double flame; 


* The Dvuxz de BELLEOGARD E, Marſhal of France, and Maſter of the 
Horſe ; he was the the favorite of HENRVY, and in his exterior, the moſt 
amiable Lord of all his court: it was by his means that the King firſt 
knew GABRIELLE, with whom he ſuſpected BELITCARDE to have enter- 
tained the ſame ſort of connexion in ſpite of his attachment—to 
underſtand this ſubje& properly, you ſhould read Les Amours du Grande 
Alcande, a ſort of romance ' written by a Princeſs of Conti, and in 
which theſe circumſtances are related with an air of truth. 


His 


( "4 ) 


His anxious dread of what could never be, \ 


Aſſaild his reſt, but ſolacd Love and me: 
When recreant man can break ſuſpicion's chain, 


The tears of beauty guſh and flow in vain: 


Weak and half-faſhion'd are the boſom's ties, 
When Cupid's minion Jealouſy defies ; 
The green-ey'd demon haunts th' impetuous youth, 


To ſhake his quiet, but to prove his truth. 


Tho' BeLLEcarDE once could languiſh and admire, 
The force of duty dampt his raging fire ; 
MAvENNE's dread victor, who the traitor flew, 
Warr'd with his will, and e'en himſelf oerthrew : 
Ere the warm ſummer of my life began, 

I knew, I reverenc'd the god-like man . 
From him TI learn'd at gen rous deeds to glow, 


From him I cather'd all the good I know : 


My eager fancy fed on all he taught, 
Who prun'd th' exuberance of pregnant thought. 


The wild ideas of my youth refin'd, 


And blaz'd a heay'n-born ſunſhine on my mind. 


Young, 


„ 
Young, active, valiant, bound with Glory's meeds, 


He ſaw, and ſtrove to 1mitate- your deeds: 
Can you that favourite uncandid deem, 

Who copying HxNRV, won my warm eſteem ! 
His pains, his pleaſures, like a brother's came, 
And touch'd the trembling ſyſtem of my frame: 
When the deep tale had ſummon'd joy or woe, 
My boſom flutter d, or the tear would flow : 
Twas Gratitude, not Love, that ſped the dart, 
Which ſmote the Guardians that defend my heart : 
If this was weakneſs, be its ſtings no more, 

The error's venial, and the cauſe is Oer: 
But Charity ſhould temper human {kill, 


Whene'er the Judgment ſcans the female will. 


Thrice happy 3 exempt from pains, 
When Paſſion's minions ſmooth AﬀeRion's chains: 


When Reaſon's more intent to ſerve than ſway, | 


And all the birth of ſtrife is who'll obey. 


Met + 4b 


( 16 ) 
Oh ye*, whoſe pure and enviable ſtate, 
Bears a broad ſhield againſt the ills of Fate: 
Ye virgin ſiſterhood, whom Love unites, 


Whom heaven approves, and Innocence delights, 
Let Thought, for what I was, pervade each breaſt, 
Implore your God to give me back to Reſt. 
1 Aſſail the throne of Mercy with your ſighs, 
That Peace may dry the rivets of theſe eyes: 
That Faith may vindicate her hallow'd reign, 
And ſtill the fever of each throbbing vein. 
While Commerce goads her babbling crouds along, 
While Pleaſure carols her tumultuous ſong; 
Untouch'd by all the flatteries of the Gay, 
Serenely ſweet, your beings pals away; 


By pallid Care's rebellion unoppreſt, 
As Time's calm movements leads you to the bleſt ; 


No evil taints the tablets of your mind, 


Tho' ſocial anguiſh tortures human kind: 


* GABRIELLE is here ſuppoſed to quit her pen, and addreſs herſelf to 
the Religieuſes de L Abbaye Royale, where ſhe had received the early part 
of her education. 


Thu 


37. 3 
Thus * Leman's glaſſy lake unſullied glides, 


While the fierce Rhone commixes with its tides, 


Ah me, my Henry—curſe my truant ſenſe, 
That mocks my wiſh, and ſtrengthens my offence ; 
Thy full-blown merits ſwim before my eyes, 

Thy viſion blots the axioms of the wile ; 
Imagination, with a keen delight, 

Brings you inceſſantly to cheat my fight ; 

Oh I remember, but that time 1s paſt, 

The mighty Joy was too ſublime to laſt, 

When you denied all bliſs but GaBRIELLE's love, 


And wood and won me like another Jove ; 


* 'This is an alluſion to the Lake of the City of Geneva, whoſe walls 
are walhed by the furious Rhone: the Lake is more than forty leagues 
in circumference : they have named the progreſs of the Rhone here, 
Le fleuve blew, being the colour of its waves, they are palpably 
ſeparated from thoſe of the Lake, which are of a clear brown, like the 
Mediterranean, in a calm—the Rhone precipitates itſelf with wonderful 
rapidity, but without mixing, in the ſmalleſt degree, with the water of 
the Lake, which is always tranquil—this curious ſpectacle is not confined 
to the Lake of Geneva! as the Rhone at Lyons, where it unites with 
the Saone, flows nearly half a league, before you are able to perceive 
the rivers in union—that river, which the Poets have rendered famous, 
under the name of the nymph Arethuſa, empties itſelf thus into the 
boſom of the Sea at Sicily: to have a proper idea of this, you ſhould 
read thoſe fine verſes in the Henriade, which begin thus ; 


Belle Arethuſe, ainſi ton onde fortunce,” &c., 
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( 18 ) 
When ſubtle Cupids, to their miſſion true; 
Remov'd the helmet from my hero's view: 
Then on my panting breaſt would HENRY ſigh, 
As mortal vanity in tears paſt by: 
Then would you. give a licence to your thought, 
And utter thus, what every Monarch ought. 
My fever'd ſoul abhors the tented plain, 
That's crimſon'd o'er by Gallia's children ſlain: 
J ſmite the land, I'm eager to protect, 
With zeal implore them, and with pain correct: 
Led by D'AuNMALE, they ſeek the hoſtile deed, 
Oppoſe my ſtandard, but oppoſing bleed: 
Unhappy men, to combat with their peace, 


 Anddrown that voice, which bids their ſorrows ceaſe: 


All bounteous heaven thefe direful conflits end, 
Their mind enlighten, and their wrath ſuſpend ; 


Give them to know in what the difference lies, 


Tween loyal worth, and Treaſon in diſguiſe : 


* The CnkvaLIER D'Aumare, was brother to the Duke of the ſame 
name; an impetuous young man, but poſſeſſed of many noble qualities: 
he was conſtantly ſeen at the head of all the parties which fallied from 
Paris, during the ſiege. e 


That 


d 2  Þ 
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(198 
That general Hate may tear the veil away, 
Which hides their ſenſes from Reflections ray. 


What tribute would you wiſh to prove my mind, 
To HENRVS happineſs Tm all refign'd ; 
Bellona proudly combats by your ſide, 

And Victory leads you like a ductile guide: 

To both coequal in ſucceſs and arms, 

You raiſe, you regulate the wars alarms ; 

In that enſanguin'd, deſolated field, 

Where ſteel-clad myriads were taught to yield ; 
Where redd'ning Arrogance with Horror fled, 
And haughty Lorraine, with his legions bled ; 
Your firm battalions, with redoubted ire, 
Prevail d, by copying their maſter's fire: 

Thy* brilliant plume appall'd the flying rear, 4 


Thy manly voice exterminated fear.— 


* This paſſage is explanatory of the remarkable words uſed by Henry 
the FOURTH, at the Battle of Ivry, to renovate the courage of his 
loldiers—Railliez vous d mon panache blanc, Oc. 
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(2 
Thy charger foam d along th embattled plain, 


And * EcmonT limbleſs, found reſiſtance vain; 


Een baſe-born 4 Buss1, inſolent and loud, 


Ruſh'd mid the thickeſt of a recreant croud , 


The lances glitter d, and the cannons roard, 
Dread ſhook the mighty, and the mean 1mplord ; 
While the bleak ſiſters o'er the conflict hung, 
And hell was jubilant, and Minos ſung. 


Oh ! could I paint the triumphs of that day, 
My lofty verſe ſhould riſe o'er Maro's lay: 
Alas! I feel my faculties oppreſt, 

The theme's too dreadful for my tender breaſt ; 
But grateful F rance will all thy merits own, 
And raiſe, and celebrate her Seriour s throne: 

The willing Muſes ſhall obedient ſing, 
And pleas d, immortaliſe her patriot king. 


* The Count D'EcmonrT, ſon of the Admiral, he went to ſuccour tie 
league, at the head of eighteen hundred Spaniſh lances. 


+ Buss:r Lt Crxrc, the head of forty deſperate confederates—all traders 
of Paris—theſe ſeditious men choſe Busst, as their chief: he had been 
maſter of arms—he was a man without knowledge, but reſolute, and 
poſſeſſed a ſort of eloquence extremely winning with the vulgar—TÞis 
combination did the King conſiderable miſchief. 


Unhappf 


( a3 } 
Unhappy Gauls, apoſtatis'd from Good, 
What ruthleſs Fury has debas'd your blood ; 


By Reaſon's beam may all their errors ſee, 

For Hen&ry proves a tyrant but to me: 

May pitying wiſdom purify their zeal, 

And all the wounds of civil tumult heal ; 
Sedition's race enlighten or defeat, 

And bring each ingrate to my hero's feet. 
Thy ſpirit trembled as you dealt the blow, 
Warm'd by Humanity, you fed the foe : 
Renown'd Achilles, whoſe ferocious rage, 
Reſplendent lives in Homer's ſacred page; 
Or Perſias chief, or Macedonia's ſon, 

Or the firſt Cæſar, by his pride undone, 

Fade in the page, now Fame aſſumes the pen, 
Tho' all were Monarchs, all were leſs than men. 
Trajan's beneficence uplifts your mind, 


You feel that kings are born for human kind: 


During the ſiege of Paris, HENRY permitted large droves of cattle 


regard for his people, even in the hour of anger. 


Valiant 


to enter the city, for the ſuccour of the beſieged ; thus proving bus 


| 
; 
f 
ſ 
| 


. oy 
Valiant, yet wiſe, 4. yet brave, i non 
Your ſword ne er conquer d to create a ſla ve: 
Impell d. by Equity. your ſtrife began, 1 15 
You rais d your arm, to humanize the man. 


Can Glory's Hurelld chief forges that rol 
When firſt he left the battle 8 dread a ORE 
And came, new trimmed, by Cupids, in diſguiſe, Aa 
To combat GapmeLLE $ honor with his | OY ; 

To wound the influence of moral truth, 

To blot each prejudice of virtuous Toth + 

Tho' clad by Terror, like the lowly hind, nf 
Tho' Mars had half ufurp'd thy ample mind, = 
Not half ſo beauteous Was that Roman ſeen, 2 | 
Whom Nepthe led to woo th Egyptian queen; : 
Not beams more radiant grac' d that Angel s head, 
Whom heaven deputed to the Patriarch $ ſhed. 


* Tt was during the extreme arty of the civil- wars, that Henry by 
the indiſcretion of BeLLEGARDE viſited: GagrIELLE, he frequently diſrobed 
himſelf of his armour, to viſit his miſtrefs, and the firſt time he went, 


diſguiſed himſelf as a peaſant, and croſſed the enemies guard, at the 
riſque of being known and taken. 


2 


If 


If you forget, ah me, that cannot I. 

But man's great feature is inconſtancy , 
Weakly her plaints, your lowly victim pours, 
As the white foam that waſhes Mona's ſhores ; 


Oh ! had I Amphions lute, I'd tune my moan, 
Amphion, they ſay, could agitate a ſtone. 

My memory whiſpers when my virgin heart, 
Imbib'd thoſe pangs which never can depart ; 
When the poor flutterer trembled at your voice. 
Ere paſſion s regent taught it to rejoice ; : 

Like ſtreams dependent on the ocean's force, 
When the rude earthquake ſhakes their ſteady courſe ; 
Thus my ſtill pulſes quicken d at your ſtrains, 
Thus ſenſe impell'd the burthen of my veins : 
But Love ſoon bade the fierce convulſion end, 


And Tranſport hail'd them like a jocund friend. 


Ye ſpotleſs few, who croud in Virtue's train, 
Obey her mandates, and ſurround her fane, 
Tis your's to follow the beheſts of Peace, 

Tis your's to bid unhallowed wiſhes ceale : 
D 


Meaſure 


1 Ry 
Meaſure the progreſs of my guilty fac, 17 5 
If any guilt exiſts in ſuch an act; 

Then aw'd by Condor. to the world Ahe. | 
The folly mighty, but the motive n 


My recollection pourtrays all | the pal. 
The bliſs was too exceſſive far to laſt: 
When Hener's ſupplication fill'd my days, 
And every echo warbled GaBRIELLE's praiſe ; ' 
Train'd from my reaſon's dawn in noble deeds, 
I ſung of Virtue, and I ſought her meeds : | 
My pliant fancy yielded to embrace, 
Thoſe laws of honor, which upheld my race: 
Oh heſitate, ye generous nymphs, I pray, 
Ere ye condemn the tenor of my ay: 
Knew ye the ſorcery that freights his tale, 
Alas you'd marvel not that men prevail ! 
A King, a hero, brilliant, wiſe and great, 
Who ſeems the favor'd delegate of fate; | 
When ſuch aſſail the melting virgin's breaſt, 


Love is all-governing, and fear a jeſt. 


4 
With ſoft ſolicitude, and matchlefs charms, 


He came, he woo'd, he won me to his arms! 


So regal Jove his tender wiſhes told 

When the high ruler found Alcmena cold — 

He ſwore his love ſhould. with his being laſt, 

But ſcarce was ſworn before that love was paſt : 
Such vows, like poppies, mid the golden grain, 
Tho' gay are worthleſs, tho alluring vain : 

When Paſlion's tides thro' mans ſtrong arteries roar, 
His heart reſiſts them like a flinty ſhore; 

But our frail frames, like mould'ring banks give way, 
Our mind's unhelm d, our attributes decay — 

His bright, his keen, his faſcinating eyes, 

Like wond'rous baſiliſks ſeduce their prize. 

Go not ye nymphs, you'll periſh if you gaze, 

For necromancy warms their weakeſt blaze; 

It in the vortex of his arts you're found, 

Your agency will die, your ſenſe run round. 

There Ruin's baneful circles never ceaſe, 


Till central potency ingulphs your peace 
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Oh woman, woman, alien to Controul, 7 U. 
Whom infidels deny the gift of ſoul; 1 5 6 op 
But may not half their obloquy be — 

As heaven has made our fence of worth too ſlight; 
That weak-wrought barrier, wily men ſurvey, * 


Pierce thro' the texture and conſume their prey. 


Imagination 8 flame, which fed defire, 
Rage has perverted to tartarean fire; 


Fancy draws forth a half created beam, 


Which flies Enjoyment, like a golden dream: : 
Celeſtial viſions ruſh upon my view, | 

Tho vaſt, aerial, and tho' bright, untrue : 
As Jugglers lleights, they vaniſh from the eye, 
We ſcarce can wonder ere the Joy's gone by: : 
Thus, our frail yeſterdays', like meteors gleamd, 


Their evils realis'd, their beauties feem'd. 


Where can I wander from the eye of Hate, 
What ſhade of earth can hide a wretch from Fate? 
Oh bear me where the blue Soracte ſhrouds 


His daring Countenance, in humid clouds, 


Which 


* — * 
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Which daſh -theif wombs againſt his rugged des, 
And deluge Ceres, with reſiſtleſs tides : 

As the rich vineyard to the fury yields, 

They bear a tempeſt thro” etruſcan fields. 


When ſweet Aurora with hay vivid ray, 
Unfolds the roſeate gates of ample day, 
Tho' half our race, elate, the Goddeſs "oY 
Her burſting ſplendour brings no joys for me : 
Tho Onus ſmiles from his meridian height, 
The fervid noon, for me, has no delight; * 
Tho jocund Nature's rev llings ſpeak his praiſe, 
[ deprecate his force, and ſhun his blaze : * 
Nor Eve, grave Eve, with all her gli” ning dews, 
Can waft a balm to ſolace, when I muſe 3 
Save, when fad Philomel's oblivious ſtrain, 
Gives the ſtill world the progreſs of her pain 
But ſombrous Night, more bliſsfully appears, 
Who wets the Globe's vaſt mantle with her tears : 
Then to falln. Erebus I yield the moan, 


Who liſtens as he flows, and gives me groan for groan. 


Why 


* 
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Why was I born to feel Oerbearing ill. 


Why was my honor ſubject to my will ? 


I know thb Aich by W Bulb nd: 
That man's more radiant than the riſing ſun ! 
A nobler ſubject never gracd a ſong, 


From Athens bards, or bright Arcadia's throng ; 


Sweet as the cedar, lofty is the pine. 

His voice is muſic, and his mien divine : 
With him I'd climb the ſeep on Scylla's ſide, 
Or ſtem the foaming of the Stygian tide. 
Say what is difficult, when feeling ſways, 


Who infelicitous that Love obeys ? 


$ Deſparring Lovers can outſtrip the wind, 
And leap the bounds preſcrib d for human kind; 
Not leaguing armies can repel their ire, 


Or intercept the act from the deſire. | 


$ Such was at leaſt the ſentiment of Raug, this young conqueror, 
who firſt erected Arragon into à kingdom, always placed his miſtreſs 
Elvia in that part of the field of battle which he believed to be the 
moſt vulnerable, ſi la force me manque,“ faid he, on fi. le, genie 
„ m'abandonnè, L'amour me rendra lin & Tautre.“ That idea, fo per- 
fectly characteriſtic of the enthuſiaſm of a Caſtilian, would prove but 
a bad rule for a General, though it certainly was an undeniable certificate 
of his ſenſibility and faith as a Lover. 


Love 


29 
Love, like th imperial eagle, proudly ſoars, 
Darts thro' each miſt, and Phœbus' ſeat explores : 


Tho meaner Paſſions may invade the breaſt, 


Love brings us NCearer heaven than the reſt. — 
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That hour will come, and houts unfhackled glide, 
Stealing ſome valued point from human pride, 
When all thy errors ſhall thy ſenſe purſue, © 
And ſtand arrang'd in congregated view. 
When pallid Miſety folds you in her arms, 

And Death waits hunger'd to receive thy. charms, 
Then will you think of GABRIELLE, you've undone, 
Then wiſh exiſterice had not yet been ſpun ; 

But as my HENRY dies, for die we muſt, 

Selected cherubs ſhall receive his duſt, 

To no unworthy uſes ſhall it turn, 

But fill and conſecrate a nation's urn, 

To charm from peſtilence this envied clime, 
And reſt coeval with the ſcythe of Time ; 

Then ſhall the muſe of France uplift his name, 


And ſummon all the relatives of Fame; 


| Bedeckt the choſen ſeat of Anet's n 


Een thus will I my creſted Hazzy greet, 


Oh wayward Fancy, why will you create 


Thoſe joys, thoſe revels, which, alas, are Oer; 


(Rn) 
Her ableſt r ſhall mitt his: deem . 
And Nang her greeneſt laurels o'er his mad; 7 
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To cheer her faithful but unhappy king, 
Of whom we ponder and the minſtrels fing, 


And ſtrew the roſe to hail his war- worn feet; 
Then ſeize my warrior to my aching breaſt, 
Wipe off the duſt, and teach him to be bleſt. 
My eager lips ſhall gather dew from thine, 


And all the rage of extacy be mine — 


Such florid ſcenes to mock my wretched ſtate ? 
No ſportive frail ideas ſhould reſtore, 


That hope's deceas'd who gave my youth command, 
The quivering pen forſakes my palſied hand; 
* Diana de PoTitrs, Ducheſs de 1 it was for her that the 


tender and unfortunate HEN the Stconp of France fought the battle 
of Anet. 


Thick 


6e 
Thick vapours cireaumvolve xhe viſion's ray, 
And Deſperation vitiates my day : bo 
My boſom bleeds, th' aſſociate of defire, 5 
My thoug ie Wade ing. and ir my | brain 8 on fire ; 225 
Oh HENRV, pity Ganmrert's diſtreſs, 

Take heaveni's example and be pleasd to blels : 
Tho' thus your adamantine will I prove, 

Come, and receive the amneſty of Love, — 

The laſt fad tears that gliſten in my eye, 
Expreſſion's ſirugglings, and my final ſigh, 

give moſt chearfully to 5 ait and Vou, 

But come, ah come, and own thy GaBRIELLE'S true : : 
Aſſuage the horrors of Aids death, | 

Chear my laſt pang, and cheat of my breath: 

Then as I lay a lifeleſs heap of duſt, 

Bereft of being, to my fame be juſt i 

Place my cold head upon your ſteel-clad knee, 
And bathe with tears, that nymph who died for thee— 
Hark! hark l what means that tumult in the field, 
What mean thoſe courſers, do the rebels yicld : 
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See the meek dove, her milk-white wings ente 4 


Bearing her olive, Oer a woe - rent land ; 1 
The babbling trumpet rends its brazen abt / 1 
And Echo hangs upon the martial note, 


Such rapturous accents brought the ear delight, 


Il When the Creator gave this planet light; 


My fancy ſwims before the . airy tpell,- -- ca ol | 
Il _ My heart throbs high, as if twould burſt its cell. 


Has Henry conquer'd, ſure it cannot be, 


Is he victorious, does he live tis he! 
By joyant Nature, let high Phoebus ſing, . 
I fee, I know the ſuper-human king! 
He comes, he comes, with more than mortal charms, 


I feel, I faint, my God, I'm in his arms! 
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